Continued from Last Sunday

' CHAPTER XIX. (Cont'd).
Pride and Leve.

ARRIAGES have a way of
M letting in the cold light of

realism even on the most
incredibly romantic yesterdays. But
the following morning, which broke
warm and brilllant, still bore the
magical light that shines on]y upon
happiness. To each of the young
women the day was like the glork
ous beginning of eternity, bécause
they felt with their souls rather
than with their senses., But In eath
of them a certain impatience was
discernible. They sipped their cof-
fee in their kimonos and were de-
liclously aware of the meaning of
Paradise, Nevertheless, Adela was
wondering whether her letter had
reached its destination or how fan
it was on its way and how soon shp
might hope fof a reply. For thul.
Anthony would reply she had wa
doubt whatever, in spite of the h;;.
mility she had expressed.

Clarice, with growing impatience,
was waiting for word from Dougjas.
She kept furtively consulting her
watch, By ten o'clock Douglas tel-
ephoned that he would be thorp; in
twonty minutes.

“Goodness gracious!” cried Adala
in alarm and rushed madly thvough
her toilet. Clarice followed suit
with more painstaking caws but
with an equal accompaniment of
flurry.

“] am going out,” * anteounced
‘Adela, putting on her hat. *4I shan't
be back till late this affernoon.
Then we can talk over plams.” and
hastily kissed the bride.

“Wait a moment, child!* protest-
ed Clarice. “That isn't at mll neces-
sary, Let's arrange—" Tt Adela,
laughing, had fled the groom and
flew like a whirlwind down the
atairs.

Douglas appeared twio minutes
later, Speech between seemed
the most obvious mutifty, a poor
and profitless device of the human
race for purely prosalic purposes.
They had a form of cooxmunication
so vastly superior that it was long
before Clarice, with her head in the
crook of his arm and® looking up
into his eyes, finally ‘whispered:

“What did your mother say?’

Douglas did not angwer.

“What did she say7” persisted
Clarice, twisting her fingers in his
hair,

“Oh, she hit the ceiling,” an-
swered Douglas, snélling ruefully.
Clarice winced.

“What did the ceifng do to her?™
she retorted. Then tl1ey both broke
iato tense, nervous Jlaughter.

“You see mother:r has a weak
heart,” he explained. *She took to
her bed right awap—Lord! What
a night! The droctor—smelling-
ealtse—tears. Thank Goodness I had
genge enough to mearry you first—
and tell her afterward.” His face
was troubled and Clarice now per-
celved that he had rings of fatigue
under his eyes, She put her arm

/about his neck.

“Just why does khe hate me s0o?”
demanded Clarice with passionate
protest,

“QOh, it isn't youy darling—it isn't
you she hates

“Just the idea ol! your being mar
ried?"

“Well—ves—angd no,”
mered, reddening.

“Out with it, Dougsie,’ she com-
manded with clear-voiced flrmness,
“jt will have to come out.” She
was more like ther everyday self
now,

“'m asaamed to tell you,” he
“murmured.

' *But you've gpt to, Dougsie,” she
pinched his cheek.

“Well—then~-this is it: Mother
4is the best mother in the world—
hut she's daffly on one subject.
She's got money on the brain—that
id the only plape she's got it, worse
"lueck.”

He paused, Then summoning
new resolutiony he blurted out:

“She's always been crazy to have
me marry a rich girl,” and his ears
were red—"or at least a girl with
some money. She always talked
about it until T was gick of It—and
I mever cared for a single one of
those pedigre pd heifers gshe showed
me—]1 never «ared for any one,” he
continued in pathetic justification,

“until 1T met you,

“And I married mu""im added
explosively with a look of atubborn
pride.

A Deal of laughter greeted his
words and with surprised eyes he
looked down to see the beloved
face In his arma contorted with
merriment and shaking agamst his
hosom, Clarice laughed and
laughed until the tears blinded her
eves, Dougflas  was  troubled,
alarmed.

“Hystericall” he reflected.

he stam-

1re of

_ —l—w&lu like

“But listen, sweetheart!” he pro-
tasted mapidly. “These weren't my
views, don't you see? 1 couldn’t
stand fhat talk—sick of ft—I—1—"
“ Clagice placed her strong, soft
hand on his lips.

“Whit a minute,” she sald, “walt,
Doug How much money would
yovlr mother's ideal have to have—
did she ever say—"?"

#Yes!" burst out Douglas con-
W “Ten thousand a year
that—make =

home—ten thousand—
fBu whu do 1 care? She needn’t
,hna ten cents!—] want to work

! for the girl I marry—! want to

work for you—you see?—work all
my life—" and he emphasized his

phrases each with a hug that near-
1y crushed Clarice.

“Give me a chance to speak—
young he-bear,” she gasped, push-
ing against him with her hand.

“If that is all,” she continued
slowly—"why, I—I have ten thou-
sand a year, Dougsie—and more.”

“You! Ten thousand! What are
you talking about, Clarice Nash!"
he breathed in consternation, and
his fece was gray with pallor, “You
haved—good Heavens—why did you
marry me?—You don't think I
knew, Clarice?"

“No! a&tapid boy, I know you
didn’t. That's one reason I lo—I
rather like you,” she tantalized
him,

“Marice!” he said dazedly—*you
might as well tell me—how rich are

you?"
“Well—1 don't know exactly,
Dougsie,” she spoke gently now and

with some gravity, “but it's more
than ten—or than twenty—or than

thirty—it's the income from nearly
two milllons.”

“*Help!™ he cried, recovering from
his stupor and with a sort of ob
lique grin on his face. “Help!—and
mother wanted to steer me to a
rich girl!"

“Yom see you can’'t escape your
destiny, boy.,” murmupred Clarice,
and, in effect, she marveled at the
ways of that god or goddess—what-
ever the gex of destiny might he,

“l say, Clarice—Ilet's go to her,”
suddenly urged Douglas. “She's a
good old mother—has that one
quirk—now we can buck her up

“I’m afraid | can never change my heart,”

said

Adela as he kissed her hand,

humbly, loyally, warmly.

anyway. How dld you manage to
keep yourself dark, Clarice,” he in-
quired suddenly — “keep your
money under a bushel?"

“] managed,” said Clarice enig-
matically, “so that I might take in
a goose-boy like you."

An hour later Clarice, in her best
hat, with a whimsical smile on her

face, was walting alone in Mrs.
Nagh's diminutive parlordining
room, the while Douglag was

“breaking the news” to hia mother
concerning the redeeming features
of Clarice. Douglas had done his
work. Mra. Nash, with her hand

atill hovering over the reglon of her
fluttering heart, must have bheheld
on the celling gne of those Ineffa-
ble vislons of the spiritual city, the-
ologiana sometimes deacribe in
their holy woks—the streets of
gold and the gates of pearl, For
with her eves gazing ecstatically
upward, she was murmuring over
and over:

“Two milllon!—my darling boy!
~his mother's own boy—my dar

(C) 1920, Toternationa! Fe m."npnw_ Ine

ng—two milllon—two million—
after all these years—I1 knew you'd
do {t!'—oh, bring her to me—I re-
member—she s beautiful!—two
million!” .

Mrs. Nash's recovery was rapld!

CHAPTER XX.

A Discovery.
DELA wags alone in the studio.
A The newly wedded couple,
still on their brief honey-

moon journey, were expected to re-
turn within a day or two.

How easily happiness had come
reflected Adela! There
are times when we look down on
those feliclty comes ftoo
smoothly, A vagrant notion of this
kind now kept thrusting itself into

to them,

whose

Adela’s thoughts, but loyally she
brughed It aside. She rejoiced In
the happiness of her friend Clarice
=strange how It had come about—

and Douglas was a dear boy-—but
compared with Anthony!—

A restlessness that was like

\
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sharp painr gaawed at her soul. No
suswer had come from Anthony. -
Had he received her letter and
scormed to reply? That would be
mo woerse than she deserved. But
she could not Imagine it. That was
not like Anthony. Her rooted in-

.8tinctive bellef in the nobNity of

his ' character, never entirely
eclipsed, was now & ,permanent
olamom in her thought of him.
She believed that .Jim Howard
might be in pos p of An
thony's accurate address. To Jim
Howard, however, she dM hot care
to write for that in.
formation. Bhe could
not remain supine In
\ her Ignerance ° indef.
nitely and suddenly she
41 took the receiver
% 1 and telephomed to Cass
1 Liggett and Company.
) She evaged their
7 queries as to her iden-
tity nd was about to

when the

hang., up the receiver,
switchboard girl at Liggett's finally
informed her that the War Depart-

ment was
had. ]

She fell back from the telephone
with the somber bitterness of one
who had counted on disappoint-
ment

Anthony — her Anthony! How
eagily ghe had losgt him! By dint
of sheer narrowness and stupidity
ghe had hurled him from her. The

bitterness of it! He had not even
tried to excuse himself. That fact
hung in her mind for an incredible
gpace, asg though her faculties were

too paralyzed to think of anything

the only address they
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else. Then suddenly she cried
aloud:

“Oh, why did 1 tear up his dote
that day? With s sudden start It
came to her—he had not tried to
excuse himselt. . . Indeed,
had he not vh-tnuy ennhued to
something? 8She could ot remem-
ber his words. But that he sald he
had meant to tell her everything,
that he surely admitted her feeling
was just-—that much she remem-
bered definitely. What did he
mean?

All that he had done for Grace
Thomas, far from being a misdeed,
was herolc. Was Grace Thomas—
could it be possible that she was .,
lying?

No! a thousand times no!
her linstinct defended Grace and
sympathised with her. She had
been spending many hours out of
the many days with that young
woman, and she coyld swear that
Grace’s attitude aJ regarded An-
thony was beautiful. No
guilt’was possible there.
What could he have
meant, then? Oh, horri
ble thonght-—-ut:o:a
was admitting mﬂhlu
else!

She went hot and cold
in quick succeeding
flashes, and then a creep-
irg chill moved down her
epine and enveloped her;
she sat with clenched
hands, the nalls eating
into her . palms. Her
gaze 'was turned inward.
The light faded out of
her enviromment, and
once again she was a

prey to the devastating
fury of jealousy.

All

That wasg it; thers was something
To have accused himself the
way he did, just becmise he had
done a fine thing for Grace—that
was wholly unnecessary. Anthony
would have been a fool to do that.
That would not be herole, but idl-
otic. And Anthony was no fool
What could it have been, she heard
herself moaning piteoualy—oh, what
could it have been? But her dark
solitude ylelded her no answer.
Was Grace shielding him? Did

Grace know and did she conceal
the fact? She looked at her wateh,
It was four o'clock in the after-
noon. She must go to see Grace
Thomas at once, She could not

else,

, other {interests — which

rest uonnl -&t without see-
ing her. Hastily she mads her prep-
arations and iped to the subway at
Columbus Circle. What Weuld she
ask Grace? BSHe did not Bnow! In-
stinctively, however, she kosw that
her instruments nl wWeapons were
Iying ready for uge hpl.do her heart

afid would be lnt‘uﬂy when
she needed them., Bhe ed no
; preparation, A

S8he bought some flowers for

Grace st a florist's near the sub-
way exit and walked over to her
apartment, Grace was just return-
ing from the Park with ber baby
and Adela helped her to fold and
carry the perambulator up - the
stalrs. - No luxurious elevators
pampered the inhabitants heres

Bearchingly, palnstakingly, yet
with infinite tact and art, Adels
chatted lightly of half a dozen un-
related topics, until finally unob-
trusively she was able, while seem-
ingly thinking of something else, to
plant the ingenious question,

“Did you see Mr. West oftem be-
fore you were married?”

“Oh, no!"” laughed Grace, busying
herself with her baby. *“Mr.
West—" she looked up brightly—*]
guess he had other jnterests.”

Her tone implied that Adela was
doubtless a large part of those
Adela’s
heavy heart told her was untrue.
She was silent for e lpnce. then
she observed:

“Yes, { snppose N-~w York's full
of ‘interests.’ ™

Grace laughed, but without com-
ment. She had her ewn reasons for
not pursuing this -conversation,
And Adela bitterly told herself that
during the past fertnight che had
been living in & fool's paradise of
her own creation.,

The following mbraing, when shé
was barely dreased, slifere appeared

at the door of her studio not Clar-
fice, but Arthur Clark, His unex-

pected apparition gave her nerves
a shock. 8he utfered a iittie 2ry of
astoniehment myingled with pieas-
ure. it ) ‘._.

“fhe man from home'” laughed
Clark with the shy e¢nfus'on ke al-
ways felt in the presenice of Adela.
“Sure to turn up.””

‘Ceme {in, Arthur,” she muor-
mured in bewildered relief. “I'm
80 glad to see you.” Her voice was
vibrant with warm welcome—
warmer perhaps than she intended
in the depth of her misery.

“That's a good beginning, any-
way,” the young man laughed, nerv-
ously crushing hig hand. He was
a tall, somewhat raw-boned fizure
of a man, brown with outdoor 1'fe,
square-featured with the , honest,
alert homeliness of a western
farmer. “What brings me here?
That's what you'd like to- ask,” he
appended.

“I'm glad regardiess,” Adela an-

swered, urging hi With g gesture
toward a chair,“Jle fingered his
soft straw hat ne ly and all his

facial muscles were in & state of
commotion, as théugh he'were ap-
prehensive of not appearing at his
best.

“It's the war,” he brought forth
with fll-concealed pride. “They
wanted me to come to Washington
~—to the Department of Agriculture
—there is use now for even a hay-
seed like me.”

“How splendid!” cried Adela “I
should think you would be Inval-
uable!”

He was thrilled by her enthusi-
asm. His horizon was.limited, but
Adela's voice and speech always
seemed to extend It several de-
Erees,

“I came by way of New York
Just to see you,” he blurted out
with a laugh. “T hope I'm not inop-
portune?”

Adela
aside,

*Will you have lunch with me?”
he pressed on with a shy boldness
In his honest gray eyes

“With all the pleasure in the
world, Arthur,”” was Adela’s reas-
suring reply.

The brown color deepened on his
skin, and his eyes shofia. The be
ginning was vastly=wWsptefous in

his mind. He seemed as one to
whom a fortyne long dissipated
and abandoned, suddenly, by szome
freak of fate, once again assumes
a shape and substanoce,

They chatted agraeably of home
and people and laughed with 1he'
familiarity of old friendship, Al
wayvs he was about to mention An-
thony West, but something strong
er than himself aros prevent-
ed his utteran he would
quickly speak ‘thMngs, He
had recently seen her mother and
that brought a pang of conscienc
to Adalm#e ought to be with he

waved the suggestion

mother n He had seen the Jim

(Continued on Neaxt Papc)



